CONFESSIONS  OF AN  ETONIAN,            41
regret to say, was not only tolerated, but car-
ried out to its most deplorable extreme.
Ever distant then in our days of boyhood,
and that, too, while under the same roof, now
that the casualties of after-life haTe dispersed
us, we are become, to all intents and purposes,
entire strangers one towards the other,
As to my father, he was, of course, wholly
engaged in the cares of providing for so large
and expensive a family; and though a man, I
am persuaded, of strong and ardent affection
for his children, I can barely say that I was
acquainted with him.
Accustomed to this sort of distant intercourse
from my infancy, I was desirous of no other,
until the following occasion, which happened a
year or two subsequent to the present time.
I had been engaged in rather an arduous ex-
pedition, and, in consequence, was laid up a
day or two afterwards with a fever, and in con-
siderable danger of my life. As soon as I
could be removed, I was sent to my father's
house. In the evening, as we ranged ourselves
round the fire, the rest of the family, from pru-
dential motives, removed themselves to a dis-
tance. My father drew my chair towards his
own, asserting that in illness one should not
desert the other.
By the time that I returned home, I had
moreover become a confirmed " shuffler."